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in the  atmosphere  of the happiest  of children's
parties.   The hall was fiill of young people of all
ages, many of them with their parents.   During the
pauses there was a buzz of many voices and much
singing.   From the balconies many paper aeroplanes
went fluttering down at the same time as manifestoes
announcing the big congress at which the amalga-
mation of the entire youth of Madrid was to become
an accomplished fact.   The stage was occupied by
boys and girls of seventeen and eighteen years of
age in gaily coloured Spanish costumes.   They were
performing a play full of childlike spirit and humour,
in which no revolutionary tendency was noticeable.
That same afternoon I went to the cinema, attracted
by the name of the film " Abyssinia " which put me
in mind of our watchword of a few days ago :
" Madrid is not Addis Ababa."   When the Negus
appeared on the screen he was greeted with applause
and somebody from the gallery cried out, " We
shall   continue   your   struggle   and   win."   Then
followed the Spanish anti-war film, " Men against
Men ", showing incredible war scenes which would
certainly not be passed by the censor of any other
country.   It was a fierce onslaught against all the
fomenters of war, and the public, composed mainly
of militiamen on leave like  myself,   applauded.
They knew all about these horrors ;   they had
experienced them in their own bones and to-morrow